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John snorted back a small laugh. 


John sort of went unnoticed in the background of the makeup trailer. He was currently watching his 
bandmates' makeup getting done. 


They had an upcoming tour announcement, and of course they had to have some fun with it at least. 
John's bandmates were in costume as well, he was just told to however wear what he usually would. Which 


was a slight disappointment for John, he liked dressing up, and acting goofy; But he supposed for their silly idea 
to work they needed a straight man. 


John's eyes looked over, when he happened to hear a laugh from the makeup artist, Chad was playfully flirting 
with. 


Something's never change. John thought to himself. 


John had been back in the band for a while, they already did a photoshoot, played and recorded music together. 
This goofy little idea for a tour announcement, for John anyways made it feel like it was all official. He really 


was back. 


They were told all of this could be wrapped up in a day, there'd be no costume changes, but there would 
probably be several takes to get the lines right. 


Flea was in character as soon as he sat down in the chair, along with Anthony, and soon enough Chad joined in. 
It made the trailer quite entertaining. 


John's face was a bit red from all the laughing, he really missed this, hopefully there'd be many more years 
of being around his bandmates. 


A couple hours later all of them were on set. 


John was standing off to the side till he was needed, since he didn't have that many lines at all. Most of the 


entertainment came from his other bandmates. 


The first few takes were pretty good, but there was a couple of messes up with lines, or the sound just 
wasn't right that was picking up on the mic. 


After several more takes, and a lunch break, it was John's turn to finally come on set. 


John was pretty good about keeping a straight face, as Flea and Anthony asked him questions. 


John sort of knew the script, though a lot of what went on was improv-ing. 


John pretended to act startled when Flea and Anthony went crazy on set, ruming, rolling, throwing stuff 


everywhere. 


Chad had come over, as Anthony and Flea were still flailing around and going crazy. 


"| apologize for my colleagues, they're very excited for this news. This is wonderful, is it a world tour? An all 


over the world tour?" Chad asked, leaning against the desk that John was sitting behind 


John nodded, "Yep.. The whole world." 
"Wow | love your type of rock music, its wonderful." 


"Aw, thanks." 


"| listen to it all the time at home, with my cats." 


John wanted to roll his eyes a little, okay Chad was really hamming it up, with the quiet soft spoken 


weatherman schtick. 


"Do you get tired doing all that traveling?" 


John actually had to think for a moment, this wasn't in the script, but he had to play along. 


"Ummm... lm used to it," John shrugged. 


"Well you look like a strong young man, | bet it takes a lot of stamina," 


Okay was Chad flirting with him? 


John couldn't really show much of an expression, since this whole thing was being recorded. Thankfully Anthony 
and Flea had come back into Frame, sitting behind the desk again. 


"Oh my colleagues are back, | didn't get a chance to talk very much.." Chad trailed off, as Anthony's chair 
pushed him out of the way. 


"Well Thanks... Thanks for being our quest.." Chad added. 
"Yeah, nice to meet you Randy," John responded with a smile. 


"You too big fan." 


That was a wrap. 


A couple hours later everyone changed into their normal clothes, so they could all head home. 


Chad had changed into the clothes he'd shown up in, which was a black Cheap Trick t-shirt, and jeans, along 
with a colorful snapback he had on his head. 


"Too bad they never let you keep the outfits after these sort of things," John had spoken up, as Chad laced up 


his sneakers. 
Chad glanced up, "why the turtleneck and sports coat turn you on?" 
John rolled his eyes. 


"Maybe for a minute | thought you were endearing and charming,’ John teased right back. 


Chad pretended to pout. 

"So I'm not always charming?," Chad questioned. 

Before John could elaborate on his answer Flea had stepped out of the trailer asking if John was ready to go. 
Flea had driven them both there, and was also driving John back home as well. 
"Yeah, I'm ready," John answered. 

Everyone said their goodbyes. 

"Hey are you doing anything Thursday?," Chad whispered to John 

Anthony and Flea were walking ahead of them to the parking lot. 

John glanced at Chad. 

I'm not why?,” John asked. 

"I think Ill stop by if thats alright with you?" 

There was a pause between them. 


"Alright," John answered. 


John and Chad had been on and off again for years, their relationship had always been casual. 


Since John was back in the band again, it was really hard for them not to fall back into habits once again. Not 
to say it was a bad thing, both of them enjoyed themselves, and John would admit it was partially his fault for 
falling for Chad's goofy and charming humor. 


Thursday 


John had received a text from Chad, in the early afternoon asking if he should bring a bottle of wine when he 
stopped by. John knew what kind of evening it would be if he said yes. 


John: You know what kind | like. 
Chad: So Pinot Noir like usual? ;-P 


John smiled at that. 


John: So should | make dinner if ur bringing the wine? 


Chad: Im not opposed fo it, at least when u make dinner | eat healthy for a change lol 


John: Anything in particular? 

Chad: Usually you fell me ‘youll eat whatever | put in front of you' and Im not just talking about dinner. ;-) 
John rolled his eyes. 

John: bish? 

Chad: Yeah | think that's enough time, | have to run a couple of errands 


John: Okay see you then 


John had already done his grocery shopping earlier in the week, so he could make dinner for date night. 
John always liked cooking for other people, especially when said person wasn't picky. 


Sure Chad could be picky, and usually avoided greens, but in the end the other man was like a garbage disposal, 


and would eat whatever. 


It was a warm day, but John knew it would get a little cooler in the evening, so he decided to make something 


a bit light for dinner. Also thinking sitting outside would be nice as well 


John got his first clue Chad had arrived, when one of his cats started chattering by the window. 


John took a peek out the window, seeing Chad's car pull up. 


"I know you like it when people come over Smokey," John smiled, giving his gray long haired cat a pet before 


going to the door. 


John heard the familiar footsteps up the porch, he opened the door before Chad could ring the doorbell. 


John was briefly startled for a moment. 


‘Sorry for being a bit late, | ran into quite a bit of traffic," Chad said in a soft spoken voice. 


John stared and stared, then eventually busted out laughing. 


Chad was dressed in a similar outfit he'd worn for their tour announcement video. 


John wondered if this was just an elaborate joke. 


"Chad... What the f-," John got cut off. 


"Chad? Sorry | think you might've gotten me mixed up with another handsome gentleman, it's Randy 
remember?" Chad said. 


John gave Chad a blank stare, what was happening right now. 


John was trying hard not to laugh again, either way he didn't need Chad.. Er Randy whoever the fuck it was 
standing in his doorway with a terrible blond wig. 


John sighed, "just get inside." 


John stepped aside so Chad could come inside. 


"You have a very lovely home," Chad noted, curiously looking around, like he hadn't already been in John's home 


hundreds of times before. 


"Thanks," John said as he shut and locked the door. 

Wig or not it didn't stop Smokey John's cat from recognizing him, slowly walking up to him and rubbing up 
against his leg. 

Chad smiled and squatted down, “oh you have a cat? How cute." 


Smokey was happily purring at the attention 


John wondered when the act would be dropped, Chad really wasn't going to pretend all night, was he?.. 
"Yeah Smokey likes people," John said 

"Hi, Smokey," Chad smiled at the cat 

The cat gave a soft meow. 

"You know | have three cats of my own" Chad said as he gave Smokey some belly rubs. 

John knew for a fact that was a damn lie, Chad always had dogs. Big dogs, little dogs, just dogs. 


‘Oh yeah? What're their names? What breeds are they? Can | see pictures?," John immediately questioned. 


John knew yeah of course Chad was in the mood for some roleplaying, but there's no way he went that f- 


"Oh surel," Chad smiled, straightening up. 


"Could you hold this for a moment, thank you," Chad said. 


Chad handed John a wine bottle to hold while he got out his phone. 


"Let's see here, oh this is Spook he's a black cat. He's shy, but really sweet. The ginger cat is Ghost, she's a 
bit of a bully, but she has her moments. Last is Boo he's the youngest a tuxedo cat, he drives the other two 
crazy," Chad swiped candid pictures of the cats, showing John 


John stared, did.. Did Chad actually adopt three cats?.Just for an elaborate detail with the roleplay, that John 


didn't even consent too?! 


John inspected closer, snatching Chad's phone out of his hand. 


Before Chad could say something John beat him to it. 


"Chad. This is not your house," John said, pointing to Boo who was on a colorful bedspread. 


"Was | pushing it with the cat photos?," Chad leaned down a little, almost whispering it to John 


John was relieved when Chad had said something more like himself, okay so this was just a whole charade. 


"Whose cat's are these?," John questioned. 


John actually would've liked it if Chad suddenly had adopted some cats, but he knew that wouldn't happen 


anytime soon. 


"My niece's cats," Chad admitted. 


"Makes sense, since | doubted you could come up with cute names like that," John teased, then handing Chad 
back his phone. 


Chad pretended to pout. 


"What | can be creative," Chad followed after John. 


John then handed Chad the bottle of wine back. 


"Could you open this please Randy, | need to finish dinner,” John said, as he walked to the fridge. 


Chad perked up. 


Though John obviously seemed annoyed by this whole charade, it was something a bit different than their 


usual role play. 


A soft spoken weatherman that had cats? While John played himself, that was certainly new. 


There could be finer details that Chad could skip, but when Chad was someone else well he usually went all in. 


"Corkscrew and glasses?" Chad asked. 


John paused for a moment, Chad knew where those things were, fine John would just have to play along, and 


he really hoped the payoff would be good tonight. 


"The drawer next to the fridge, and the cupboard just above it," John sighed. 


"Thank you, you know I'm surprised you have free time, from all your tour dates | surely thought you'd be 


busy," Chad said as he opened the bottle of wine. 


"We won't start touring for another month rem-," John caught himself. 


Obviously Chad would know when their tour would officially start, and would know when they'd have free time 
in between touring. This wasn't Chad, this was Randy. 


"Well that's good it gives you time to prepare right?," Chad inquired. 


"Yeah it does, do you mind eating outside? It's nice tonight and | figured." John sort of trailed off. 


"Course, that's a very nice idea," Chad smiled, then handed John a glass of wine. 


"Grazie," John clinked his glass with Chad's. 


Both of them sipped from their glasses. 


Chad leaned against the counter. 


"You know I'm surprised that you agreed to a date, even more surprised you invited me into your home 
moreso," Chad said. 


"| was in the mood to play," John said. 


Chad smiled. 


Chad knew exactly what play meant, but being an oblivious weatherman well.. He'd have to act none the wiser. 
Which was a shame, since he liked the build up that would happen naturally between them; But throwing in 
some roleplaying was making things slightly off. 


"l'm sure it's hard to make time for things, so | feel honored," Chad continued to smile. 


"Try this," John held up a spoon he was stirring with on the stove. 


"It's good, what is it?," Chad asked. 


"Mushroom risotto. | made a caprese salad to go with it," John said, then went back to stirring. 


"This seems like a lot.. Hope you didn't go all out for little ole me," Chad said, his face expression showing that 


maybe he was guilty slightly. 


Maybe John blushed, or maybe it was the wine, or maybe even the heat from the stove. 


Even if Chad didn't randomly dress up, and he was just himself. This was what John was going to do anyways, 
they'd have dinner and wine. 


John supposed that yes making dinner was more personable, than ordering out which would be easier. 


"It's nice to cook for more than one person,” John finally answered, 


"Well it's easy to cook for more than ore, but it's if you have the company right?," Chad mused. 


Since when did Chad get all philosophical? Was it the ugly dirty blond wig? Probably. 


John gave Chad a side glance. 


| suppose so," John gave a few final stirs before plating up. 


Like it was suggested earlier they went out to John's back patio to eat. 


The conversations were a little weird for John, since he couldn't ask Chad Chad questions. It was odd to talk to 
someone who you'd known for decades now, like you just met them yesterday. Somehow John pulled it off, 
maybe it was years of practice with talking in interviews. He supposed the same thing went for Chad as well, 
Chad asking him mundane things about guitar or touring. Then acting surprised. 


John did have a little fight in him though, sometimes throwing in a meteorologist question or two to keep Chad 


on his toes. 


This was certainly the longest build up John recalled, if they did get adventurous like this it really lasted 


minutes. Not hours... 


"Dinner was amazing thank you," Chad complimented. 


John gave a small shrug as he finished his wine. 


It was nice to entertain someone different tonight.. Even If it was unexpected," John said. 


The table that the two of them were sitting at wasn't particularly small but it wasn't big either. 


They were close but not too close to each other. 


Though they weren't very close, John was still in arm's reach for Chad. 


When John sat his wine glass back on the table, he was surprised when Chad suddenly took his hand. 


John felt Chad's breath on the knuckles of his hand. 


"Your hands smell like basil," Chad noted. 


John had torn up fresh basil for the salad, the smell had lingered on his hands. 


John felt something stir inside him, when Chad softly kissed his knuckles. 


"Your hands aren't as rough as I'd thought they'd be," Chad spoke again. 


"Inside." 


"Hm?," Chad looked up from what he was doing. 


"Living room," John said. 


John's words were short, he got up from his seat, pulling his hand away from Chad. 


"What about the dishes?," Chad acted clueless. 


"| don't care about the dishes, inside now," John was a little more demanding this time. 


They stepped back inside from the patio, John walked to the living room, with Chad sheepishly following along. 


John turned around, pulling the front of Chad's turtle neck towards him. John pulled Chad down to kiss him. 


Chad vaguely acted surprised, he kissed John back, letting his hands rest on John's hips. 


It had been a little while since they last messed around, John was hungrily kissing Chad, while Chad himself 
pulled away ever so slightly. 


"| uh... Never kissed a rockstar before," Chad said. 


"Then | guess you never fucked one either huh?" John questioned. 


"Well uh... No..." Chad sort of squeaked out. 


This was something definitely new Chad pretending to be someone a bit more on the innocent side. It was a 
little funny, since John knew for a fact Chad was the biggest sex hound and would fuck whoever. If given the 


chance. 


John supposed this might be a little fun 


John let his hand slide down Chad's chest. 


"Would you want to fuck me?," John asked, giving Chad his best puppy eyes. 


Well the best puppy eyes a 52 year old could make. 


"That would be great.. | mean.er.," Chad sort of trailed off. 


John's hand slid down further, till it was on Chad's crotch. 


"Think you might need a little help first," John started to stroke Chad over his slacks. 


Chad let out a sigh. 


John's strokes became a bit more fervent, Chad let himself rub into John's hand. 


Chad again acted a little surprised when John dropped to his knees, and unzipped his slacks. 


John pulled out Chad's cock, also pretending to look pleasantly surprised. 


"Are all weathermen well endowed?" John playfully teased. 


"Ah... I'm not too sure..," Chad answered back. 


John looked up at Chad, letting his lips brush up against the tip of his cock before taking him into his mouth. 


Chad let out a much more pleasant sigh. 


"John," Chad's tone was encouraging, letting a hand go into John's hair. 


John sucked and licked till Chad was hard, which seemed to take only moments. 


John let Chad deep throat him a couple of times before taking his mouth off of him. 


Chad's breathing deepened, it did take a lot of self control, not to just grab John and bend him over on the 


arm of the couch. 


John did give Chad a look, maybe even reading his mind. 


John got to his feet, and went over to the couch, his hand sliding in between the cushions on the side. He 


grabbed something, tossing it to Chad, Chad caught it. 


It was a small bottle of lube. 


"Are all guitarists this prepared?," Chad asked. 


"Most good ones are," John said, before unzipping his pants, and draping himself over the arm of the sofa. 


John couldn't make it anymore inviting. 


John felt Chad's hand lightly caress his ass, it made him shiver inwardly. 


"Think the only gentlemanly thing to do is return the favor," Chad said. 


For John this could mean a lot of things, but anything he'd ever done with Chad was usually always a bit of 
fun. So he let Chad do whatever he pleased. 


John started to blush feeling Chad use both of his hands to caress his backside, then touch his thighs. 


From the touches alone John started to get more turned on. 


John let out a pleasant gasp, Chad had parted his ass cheeks and started to eat him out. 


John's eyes drifted closed, his hands loosely gripping the cushions of the sofa 


"Fuck." John groaned out. 


John shivered and sighed, he forgot how good Chad was with his mouth. 


Chad used his mouth for a while, then stopping, replacing his tongue with his fingers. 


Chad pressed a couple of fingers inside John, rubbing and curling them. It earned him more moans from John. 


Since it was the first time they fucked around in a while, Chad did take his time. Enjoying the soft moans John 


let out. He also liked the small noises John would make when he suddenly stopped touching him. 


"Ill go slow, don't worry," Chad reassured. 
John wasn't sure if it was Chad or Randy talking, but he really didn't care. 


Chad lubed up his cock then slowly pressed it inside John. 


John's face started to turn a dark pink color, he took in deep breaths, letting himself relax as Chad pushed 
further inside him. 


Chad resisted to make a lewd comment about how tight John was around his dick 


"You feel amazing..." Chad said instead. 


Chad started off slow with his thrusting, then picked it up a bit. He figured he was doing just fine when John 


was moaning louder, when he fucked him harder. 


John let out a frustrated groan when Chad slowed his thrusts, then stopping all together and pulling out. 


John actually turned his head to look at Chad, giving him a ‘what gives? sort of look. 


Chad had a half smile on his face. 


‘Maybe we should change positions?," Chad asked. 


John was half tempted to roll his eyes, fine they could change positions. 


John blushed feeling Chad rub his dick in between his ass cheeks. 


"Don't tease me like that, if you're making me move..," John tried not to pout. 


"Sorry... Couldn't resist," Chad apologized. 


John highly doubted it. 


John straightened himself up, but kicked off his pants. 


Chad came around him taking a seat on the sofa. 


Chad playfully patted the tops of his thighs. 


Now John really rolled his eyes. 


John sat on Chad's lap. 


"Just wanna be able to look at you, and kiss you," Chad said. 


Chad let his hand caress the side of John's face. 


John was still flush in the face. 


Chad could always be so smooth, in how to sweet talk him, it usually worked every time. 


John sat up for a moment, taking Chad back inside him. 


At least in this position John could take it however he wanted it. 


Chad pulled John into a deep kiss as he rode him. 


"Randy... Oh fuck..," John moaned. 


Chad bit back a smile, he started to gently bite and kiss John's neck. 


Chad wrapped a hand around John's hard dick stroking him. 


"Yesl," John called out loudly. 


"Have to take care of my little rockstar..." Chad breathed against John's ear. 


John only lasted moments, coming into Chad's hand. 


John panted deeply, letting his head hang low till he caught his breath. 


Chad brought his hand to his mouth, licking it clean letting John get his bearings back. 


Chad used his hand to make John look at him. 


"You mind riding me till | finish?," Chad asked. 


John stared back, he grabbed that ridiculous wig Chad had on his head, throwing it across the room. 


"Now | can," John teased. 


Chad chuckled. 


"You hated it that much?," Chad asked. 


"Blond hair doesn't suit you," John said. 


John started to bounce himself on Chad's lap again. 


John blushed, having already come, he felt Chad's dick inside him rub up against his prostate. 


"So good baby.. Keep going," Chad encouraged, holding John's hips. 


John felt he was on the cusp of coming again and again. 


John seemed to ride Chad for quite a while, before he came inside him. 


John let his head rest on Chad's shoulder. 


"You okay?," Chad asked. 


"Tired," John mumbled out. 


"Here let's lie down for a while," Chad instructed, guiding John off of him, so they could lie down on the sofa 


John let out a contented sigh, he felt Chad petting his head. 


"Looks like you had a fun time," Chad noted. 


Chad had one arm wrapped around John's waist while the other was still petting his head. 


John was tucked against Chad's side. 


It was different.. Next time no long build up.. And let me know sooner, no surprise weathermen," John said, 


earning a small laugh from Chad. 


“Alright, next time | want to roleplay a meteorologist, I'll let you know," Chad kissed the side of John's head. 


"Think | could fall asleep like this..." John sighed. 


"That would be nice, but | think we should clean up those dishes outside, do you want another raccoon problem 
again?," Chad pointed out. 


John rubbed a hand over his face, half annoyed, half tired. 


"Fuck'em | don't wanna move right now.. We'll get it later," John grumbled. 


Chad bit back a laugh. 


“Alright, whatever you want Johnny," Chad smiled, not moving, letting John fall asleep against him. 


End. 


